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And hollow shades enclosing hearts of flame.
And, with dim fretted foreheads all,
On corpses three-months-old at noon she came.
That stood against the wall.
A spot of dull stagnation, without light
Or power of movement, seem'd my soul,.
'Mid onward-sloping motions infinite
Making for one sure goal.
A still salt pool, lock'd in with bars of sand;
Left on the shore; that hears all night
The plunging seas draw backward from the land
Their moon-led waters white.
A star that with the choral starry dance
Join'd not, but stood, and standing saw
The hollow orb of moving Circumstance
Roll'd round by one fix'd law.
Back on herself her serpent pride had curl'd.
'No voice/ she shriek'd in that lone hall,
' No voice breaks thro* the stillness of this world
One deep, deep silence all!'
She, mouldering with the dull earth's mouldering sod,
Inwrapt tenfold in slothful shame,
Lay there exiled from eternal God,
Lost to her place and name ;
And death and life she hated equally,
And nothing saw, for her despair,
But dreadful time, dreadful eternity,
No comfort anywhere ;
Remaining utterly confused with fears,
And ever worse with growing time,
And ever unrelieved by dismal tears,
And all alone in crime: